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EK 
How could she do that to me? 


Well, | can see HOW - now, after the so-called ‘friends' have opened my eyes on the whole affair. | just don't 


get why she had to do it. 


Wasn't | faithful? Wasn't | attentive? Considerate? Caring? Loving, goddamnit. | was loving. What was left to ask 


for? 


She couldn't make it worse even if she had spat right in my face. 


I'm not going to break my head thinking it over, day after day, not anymore, enough of that. | have worked out 
a sort of defence. | don't let them come close now, so that they won't get me. Another trick is numbers. 
Three, five, ten - they change with every night, they never last longer, and that's exactly what | need. No 


faces, no names, no attachments. 
A safe way, no? 


Later on they feel neglected and discarded. A familiar feeling. | supposed | would have my revenge this way. But 
it didn't work. I'm still feeling like total shit. 


RK 
| don't know why he has chosen me. Maybe because | look the least serious of all of us. Or maybe | look the 
least greedy. He thinks I'm not going to demand anything, and he'll be safe with me. 


Sometimes l'm tempted to see what happens if | ask him to start living together or even run away to some 
tolerant country like Holland and get married. The shocked expression on his face would be priceless. But | 


never say that. | may not perfect, but at least I'm not cruel. 


It all started as a kind of experiment. Things had gone awry with his female friend, and he perhaps hoped he 
could make it work better with the other sex. Or maybe he still needed somebody familiar to stand in the flood 
of ravenous bodies swarming round him at every party. Someone familiar, and yet trusted enough to keep out 
of his.heart? Life? His way. And once he asked for it, how could | refuse a guy like him? As | have already 


said, I'm not perfect. 


OK 
The first thing is to define the borders. A neutral ground. One of those side-road motels, where you can check 
in under a false name and rent a room for several hours. Meeting at my or his place would be a step into 


private territory, and that is asking for trouble. 


Usually | call him on the cell phone, the special number | had bought for the both of us just for this purpose. 
We drive down the road one after the other, each in his own car, until we find a suitable place, every time a 
different one. We go inside separately, signing in each for a separate room, wait the prudent ten minutes, then 


choose the room with the most convenient-looking bed and lock the door. 


We get into position with the ease of old habit. My hands come to rest on his hips in a so much familiar 
gesture, like finding gears in a car. He grabs the headboard, he always turns with his back to me, so not to 
have to see my face. | have long ago agreed on this position just for the same reason. But it angers me all the 
same, because | feel like | don't deserve to be seen during what is supposed to be an act of utter intimacy. My 


own revenge is never kissing him. | say, what goes around, comes around, right, man? 


3 REE EK 


He never allows the luxury of being gentle. It is all a part of the play. We both pretend we don't care a damn 
about what's happening. He's getting simply paranoid when there's as much as a single hint at affection, and 
once he goes down in spasms of suspicion and mistrust, he will simply run away to drink and get laid in some 


rotten den where he doesn't know anyone, and nobody knows him. 
And | don't want that to happen. 


Just about anything can trigger off his fears. We never kiss. We speak only about general subjects. | guess 
he'd like us both to be silent through the whole hour we spend together, but sometimes | just can't hold it and 
blurt out something inappropriate. 


Just like tonight. 


"That girl that tried to get into our car today - you just had to throw her out, yes? She wasn't going to bite 


you or anything. She only wanted to be near you for a moment" 
He doesn't say a word and goes on undressing, his eyes fixed on the floor. 
"You're turning into a total mcp., Schneider. Are you afraid of women?" 


Wrong words. He grabs me by the shoulder and hits square across my face, making me fall on the bed. For a 
moment he just stands there, gaping in shock, and | can see a part of him regrets what has just happened. 
Another part longs to get comforted and reassured. Like fuck I'll obey. I've always scratched him where he 
itches. Enough. 


"MCP, Schneider, stands for ‘male chauvinist pig" | bravely hammer in each word, looking straight into his 


blue eyes. "I'd also add, a ‘scared’ chauvinist pig." 
"Shut up!" He staggers, disoriented, and shakes his head. "Just shut the fuck up!" 


He grabs my shoulders and begins to shake me as if | were a rattle, then throws me back face down on the 


bed. 


KEKE 
He just has to ruin everything. Why can't he save his words for later - no, he simply must open his mouth 
and utter something that is sure to make me mad and lose control. 


| throw him hard against the pillows and climb behind him, and before he has time to ready himself, | begin to 
push inside him, not caring about lube or foreplay. He grabs the bedstead so hard that | can see his knuckles 
grow white, but lets out no other sign of pain. Getting it in dry hurts me as much as it must be hurting him, 
but | can be just as stubborn and go on pushing, until suddenly the movement becomes freer, and finally l'm 
able to slide in and out with relative ease. | stare down at my cock as it keeps on popping in and out of his 


arse, and see it lavishly coated with blood. Oh shit. 


And now, when the civilised part of me is about to slump and weep my quilt into his back, and my wild side is 
erect happy and ready to shoot the load, he just has to start shouting. The more silent | try to be, the more 
vocal he gets. He does it in his usual way, crying out names, both male and female, and it's never MY name, 
but always something ridiculous, like "shove it deeper, Bob!" or "suck it dry, Candy". | know he does it on 
purpose, and in reality he never forgets who exactly is fucking him. It's his little revenge, he just does it to 
make me mad. He succeeds in like 99 cases out of 100, the one exception being me too plastered to care, and 
tonight I'm too painfully sober to miss this mean stab, and of course it does nothing to calm me down or make 
me feel better. 


OE 

He's feeling guilty. | can see it by the way he keeps avoiding any eye contact. Unfortunately, the room's too 
small for him to sneak away unnoticed. | lie on the bed, my back propped against sweat-soaked pillows, the 
sheet with an ugly red stain between my legs, while he puts on his clothes. 

"Look, I'm sorry." Finally he squeezes the apology out of his reluctant self. "| shouldn't have behaved like that.” 
"Damn right. You shouldn't have." 

"| said | AM sorry." 


What does he expect, me opening my arms to embrace the sinner? Oh poor boy, don't worry, | understand 


why you're acting a spiteful fool. | do. But I'm not going to tell him that. 

"Now feeling better?" 

"No." He's finished with his pants and picks up his jacket, ready to leave. 

"You know, if you see it as a kind of psycho treatment, | might at least be getting money for it” 


He stops as if | had kicked him in the stomach, then slowly takes out his wallet, grabs a handful of banknotes 
and throws it on the bed. 


"Here. Enough for your services?" 


RIK 
| stand there, suddenly too weak to move, and feel my face twitch involuntarily. Yes, bursting into tears is 
exactly what is left for me to do to finish my image of a manic monster. | stare at him, waiting for any 


reaction, while he looks at the money incredulously as if it were some leprechaun gold. 


Shout at me. Call me the idiot | am. Curse at me, blame me for everything I've done in these six months. Just 


do anything! 


Instead he starts picking up the papers carefully. 
"We Ossies don't go throwing our money around." 


Oh right. | bend over, trying to suppress something between a laugh and a sob, then slowly sink to the floor 
beside the bed His hand moves to ruffle my hair. 


Its going to be ok. It's not the end of the world." 

Indeed it is not. Even if it feels like that. 

RIK 

After a few days he called again, and again | couldn't refuse. This time we just sat in a bar, and he looked like 
he had something important to tell me. 

"Paul, | think you need to know. I'm dating someone." He said that without any dot pauses, as if afraid to lose 
courage in mid-sentence. "She's absolutely wonderful, so easy-going and genial. We've been dating for two 


months already." 


He sounds proud. Right, it's a record-breaking result for him. It also means the last time we slept together he 


had already been with her. 

"It's great, Schneider. You like her?" 

"Ll feel good with her." 

He seems shy. Conscience, my friend? 

"Paul?" 

"Yog?" 

| wanted to say.. thanks for being around when | needed it 


How can | reply to that? The pleasure was all mine? Nope, it wasn't, save for the few occasions | can count 


with the fingers on one my hand. Don't mention it? He's not going to, anyway. 
"Its ok, Schneider. You're welcome." 
We drink our beer in silence until | catch him taking a stealthy glance at his watch, and then | realise they 


have arranged a date in this bar. He just doesn't know how to show me it's time for me to leave. To spare him 


from feeling awkward, | get up slowly. 


'So..glad to know everything's fine." 
"Yes, it seems so. See you in the studio next week?" 
"Sure. Have a good time." 


As | walk through the bar towards the door, | drop the phone he had once given me into the dustbin 


